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A DAY ATC

* f
In Saddle at Two in the
looming for a "Little

Gallop" before
Breakfast.

WIELDS AXE TILL
EIGHT O'CLOCK

After Breakfast Weed Pull..ing Contest Prefaced
^ Essay on Cromwell.

ALt BOARD THE SYLPH
.

President Prefers Handling the
Oars to Using the GovernIment Naphtha launch.

POL/SHES THE BRASS WORK

On Clam Broth and Hard Tack ,the
Party Swing Homeward Through

the Whitecaps.
» l|

By Wilberforee Jenkins.
_ N .official hint having been sent to (I me through the mails anony- <

J rnously that if I wished to spend <

/- 1 a day with the President and see i

j" 1 how he did things all I had to do
was to report to headquarters, I <

sei^t word by return mail that on
Ihe following Thursday morning, at ten '

'.'.clock, I would be on hand. The response '
jtvas Immediate. /

"Ten-o'-clock nothing. Come the day be.fore. That's when he begins."
And to this message was appended what
subsequently discovered to be advice

y most excjelleht sort:. .

"Bring two pr three understudies unless '

your life is insured."

Bright and early Wednesday afternoon
found m« at Oyster Bay, ready for any
emergency. I had spent three days with
the punching bag and had eaten nothing

| ;iu£ the most approved kinds of nerv«_
,J rood, and so may be supposed to have been

in pretty fair shape for the ordeal. NeverthelessI had with me four of my most
irusty hacks, any one of whom might
i tep into my place the moment. I showed
signs of weakening. Word was. sent to

"

\hpadquarters that all was in readiness and
.1 ha^ as far as X. was concerned the Presidentmight begin Jils day at any hour he
saw fit. =

"Be in the saddle at two A. M." word
J"ame to me. over the 'phone. "There will

be a little gallop down to Bast Hampton
and back before breakfast."
"Heavens/' thought I, "that is a little

frail,op. 1 wcnde.r if he'll let me go ih an

.uitomobilev" and then, although it was

niily four o'ejock in the afternoon, I went
10 bed. Horseback riding is a sport I km

\ very fond of, but inasmuch as I hadn't sat
it stride of a steed in fiftefen" years, the .

prospect, was, far from pleasing, and I
; wought sleep in the hope of forgetting it.

It was useless, however, for, whether it
,.waa the excitement of anticipation, or the
action up6n my system of the nerve foods,
Nothing could induce the sand man to
corae my way, For four hours I tossed
;pon my bed, and then got up, made my
will, put on my khaki uniform, and awaitrdtwo o'clock and the summons. It was
well I did so, for hardly had I got my will
properly witnessed when a message was
irought from Sagamore Hill that in view
of certain Official requirements of the next
day the President had decided to beginH Thursday at half-past- ten o'clock
W ednesday evening. The gallop would
take place at two A. M., as scheduled, but
game of onS-old-cat with the boys in the

moonlight would start in at the earlier
hour. Bidding my friends a fond fardwell
and despatching understudy No. 1 to

, iOast Hampton to take my place on the returntrip, I set forth for the Summer
-White House-^-by some called the Red,
Wrhfte and Blue House, for descriptive as

H» veil apatriotic reasons.

President's Home Run.
As T drove up the President Was at the

bit, but what in a regular baseball game;H v.ouM'have been a three-bagger gave him
^B time to greet me cordially.

"i have arranged to give you next lick,"
' aid he courteously. <"l shall ba pitcher,"B '-Do not hurry on my account," said 1.

I & How F
B .4

in wo-'

Wa Qrif-ann "frnm thpi IL/ Upi UI 15 iiuiii u iv

L Never Had a \
M in His

« « g a LTHXN a few weeks of each
«/ #11 fher art has suffered two grriev/0,,.s losses. First Whistler .passed

r \ ' awajt. He had practically round
\V w edt;x)ht his career and. completed
V ¥ fhisi' work., ifor jit is only to

I Popes.as, for instance, to Leo
Kffl. and Plus X..that this era offers a

tease of grlory at the age of sixty-;B 1 Rirtitt. Last Wednesday Phil May was cut
B iirAtrrt prematurely at thirty-nine. With un:.kV>vtAv4l1-n^lAO VllTrt T f tllOOr V^hfe%tey himself who when some one

hirn ""W.hat may he the future of
::J3£a r-stbfted instantly, "Phil May,"

i b j
Young Lady.Shepherd, i am

m ?old that you can tell the differencebetween every individual
s&eep. How do vou do it ?
¥ Shepherd.Well, miss, much in
the same way as I could tell yer
pretty face in a million!

L CHe gets sixpence for the secret)
TTVeai Phil jlay's Sketch Book. Published by R.
H. 3ucsell.j By permission of Harper & Bros.j
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'Td just as lie* sit here on a stump and
watch, you."
"Olh, no, Indeed,'"' he replied, lining out

a fly that I was told afterward >anded
in the Sound over by the Lflrchxnont Yacht
Club, "we want you to join in. In th«
first place, there is no fun in one-old-cat tc
a toere onlooker, and, besides, it makes mf
very nervous to have anybody watching
me, I do not think I shall ever get used
to it"

I made a note of this observation on my
cuff, and begged the President not to hurry
his gam© on my account, which he proseedednot to do. The boys made every
jffort to put His Excellency out, but withoutavail. They curved the balls in and
>ut, and up and down. Once they bowled
n« off the stump, but whether the sphere
ivas over the plate or a hundred yards to
iither side of it, the President connected,
f\ith the result that by half-past twelve
ie had "hAt.t.fifl #>v#»rv i-n t Vi r» nnocaccmn

nto oblivion.
"I am sorry, sincerely sorry," he said

when he was itiformed that the last ball
had disappeared over by Hempstead way.
"I should have liked to pitch you a

couple,"
"I am just as well satisfied, Mr. PresiftSRt,"said I. "I can't help thinking that

one of1,the couple might have hit me and
then my grandchildren would be minus an
ancestor, which in these days of new peoplewould be a horrid loss."
"By Jove!" he cried enthusiastically.

"There's a thought there, isn't there?
What a tragedy it would be along racfc suicidelines if a revengeful posterity should
rise in its might and annihilate its ancestry!"

I am still scratching my head on the
subject and must confess I can't bring the
great thought to earth, but if the Presidentsays it's there I'll bet on it.
I had supposed that by this time somebodywould suggest the idea of a light

supper, and I rose from the stump with
alacrity, but no such suggestion was forthcoming.
"We will go down to the hay field and

stack hay until the horses are ready," said
4 4 A 11 ."'1 * n
jri. UHIC CAtTClSB Will ao

us good. I feel as if you had been neglected,my dear Jenkins. You are fond of
stacking hay, I hope?"
"Oh, indeed, yes," said I, with an enthusiasmI did not feel. "If there is one

iob i^ this world I have envied other men
it is thai of stacking hay. I'd rather stack
lay than be president of the Steel Trust."
And down to the fields we went. It was

a, solemn scene, and the President was a,
trifle annoyed because things were not
wholly in readiness for us. There was
plenty of hay to be stacked, but the corps
3f farmers who were employed to unstack
the hay stacks the President had stacked
the day before had not succeeded in gettingit strewn about the field again for a

repetition oi' the performance.
"We only have ten men, Mr. President,"

said the Chief Unstacker, "and you
stacked so much yesterday that working
overtime we haven't been able to get it
ready for you since."
"Nonsense!" said the President. "Excusesof that kind are extremely irritating.

I will not accept a non possumus, You
should have hired a posse ctomitatus."
"I don't think they grow 'em around

Oyster Bay, sir," replied the farmer
Vmmhlv ""hnt T'll <rn tr» Itcj rrlxxra ro etnrp

in the moaning and have 'em send t'oi
one."

Start for East Hampton.
There was, however, hay enough foi

me, and when the megaphone from th<
Red, White and Blue House brough
word at two o'clock that the horses wer<
ready for the little gallop over to Eas
Hampton and back I was so stiff with thf
exercise that I surreptitiously paid om
of the farmers twenty-five cents to rui

yhil May, th
Humblest Ranks and

>awing Lesson
Life.
The fact that Phil May had won this

tribute from the most atrabilious cyni<
and critic of his day speaks loudly alik«
for his talent and for his personality. In £
certain field of art, indeed.in the perpet
uatidn in black and white of the humors o:
.London life.he had already shown hi;
mastery. In the larger and more poten
but not more exacting field of social sa-

f

"That was an awfully funny joke
you made .last nifcht I wish I
couW say it was miner
"You will, my boy; you will!

[From PMI May's Sketch Book. Published by
H. ItrtsseTL Br permission of (Harper & Bros.]
j; t
tire he had only given faint indications
what he might do.
Of his histrionic ambitions we can on

say that his recent achievements in min
r<*>les. like Pistol, in "Henry V.," justifn
the temerity with, which he had tempti
fate in a quite different sphere of humo
ous effort. But we may be quite sjire trh;
it was his engaging qualities of head ai

heart which for the nonce turned tl
Whistlerian gall into honey. In evei
class of society ihe had acquaintances wl
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INCIDENTS OF THE DA'S

me through a threshing machine to liml
me up. This accomplished, I followed 1
party back to where I hoped there woi
be a mounting- block, for I can't clii
anything- without spikes in my heels, a
a horse not even with them. The rest
the party were already mounted, and
I came up with them they made off liki
whirlwind down the road.
'"Come along, Jenkins,-' the Presid<

called out merrily. "There's no time
lose. We must be back in four hours."

It was then that an' inspiration seis
me. Concealed as I was by the cloud
dust kicked up by the horses of 1
presidential party and feeling absolut
certain from my knowledge of the Pre
dent's methods that he wouldn't 1c
back once in the whole ride, and woi
not, therefore, discover the deceit pr;
tised upon him, I had myself boosted
my mount for form's sake, and amb
in a leisurely fashion down to the villa
letting the horsemen enjoy their r
across country as they might. Duri
their absence I had an hour's nap a

ate five roast beef sandwiches of the m
approved steel construction pattern, a
then returned to the neighborhood of
Red, White and Blue House to await
coming of the "little galloping part;
At six precisely the dust cloud conceal'
the cavaliers came tearing: madly up
road again, and when it had passed
spurred my steed into the aftermath a
galloped in at the finish well In j
midst of them.
"Well," said the President as we c

mounted, "how do you feel after th
Jenkins?"
"Like ..a bird," saj4 I, relieved to f

that my sttfttetidge hftd :-not-.%een«^
covered.

"

"You must toe a pretty fair horsema
he observed' as We started to leave
barn. "Sottie of those fenced-down aroi
Smithtown are pretty stiff, but you ntr
peeped."
"Oh, no," I replied, airily. "I used

ride a great deal, quid while I admit tl
one of those fenpes made me think of
Flatiron building. I. had ai.it iii good st
and found no ^difficulty in clearing it.
"Great heavens, Jenkins!" he cri

staring at me in amazement, "you do
mean":.
"That's the one," said I, without wi

ing for him to identify it for fear he v

laying a trap.
"Well, you are a wonder; so is y<

horse," he returned. "The rest of us w
around that/'

I think if my gallant steed had beloni
to me I could have sold him then '<
there for five hundred dollars, though
way he stumbled whenever he tried
vault over a thank-you-marm on the O
ter Bay roads did not indicate to my m
that he was much of a jumper.
"Let's see, now.what do we do nex

said the President, consulting a memor
dum. "It is Ave minutes past six."

Tree Chopping Extraordinary.
t "We chop down trees until eight," i
» one of the boys.
t "Ah, yes," said the President; "are th
; any trees left on the place?"
> "Five oaks, seven ailanthuses, tl
i hickories and about twenty cords of r

ie English (
In every part of London he was knojand wherever he was known he was P
ular.

i

J'
A memory of Paulus, the rrcr

corniquc.
(Treat ti® Illustrated London Ne-ws-j

^
Yet he sprang from the humhlest r

and had hard work in winning his w;
the front. He was entirely self educ
No master could claim him as a pupi
"I never had a drawing lesson in

R- life," he said In one of those rare mon
when lie was tempted to talk about

Of self, "but I can't remember a time i

I didn't draw. At the time of the Fr;
ly German War, when I was a child of 1
or or four, I used to draw imaginary pici
3d of the battles.bristling bayonets,
ed; nonade, and sm^ke.more particu
r- smoke. Later I drew portraits of
at actors and actresses who played at Li
id where I lived. When I was sixteen I i

ie up my mind to come to London anc

ry whether I couldn't make a living witl
ie pencil. So I took a ticket, third class
La.' gle, and tried my fortune. It was a
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OLllarnn,,.. " cni^ tV.« Bonroto r-x- nf fVicill,
;he Woodpile. w
jld "Good!" said the President. "Get Mr. di
rrib Jenkins an axe, Jim and we'll be off." tl
,nd "You are fond of felling trees?" I asked. Si
of "Yes," said the President. "And for a P
as variety of reasons. First, Washington a<

; a did it. Second, Gladstone took an oc- w

casional flyer at it. Third, Lincoln was tl
?nt a rail splitter. Fourth, I am fond of w

to' chops".here the President winked at r'

his youngest son, who was cutting down
sed a hitching post with a hatchet."and
of finally, 1 want to be spread on the pages
:he of history as a good feller."
oly The rest was silence, broken only by the

falling of sturdy oaks, hale ailanthuses and ®

>ok leafy miscellaneous cord wood. My back
Lild Was gone before seven o'clock, but the ^ac_ President and his sons kept at the work
on without let or hindrance for the allotted
led space of time. At eight we returned to 1

se, the house, not a tree in sight. c'

ide "What are you going to do for more ^'n£ trees to conquer?" I asked as we entered |Ln,3 the house.
os- "I don't exactly know yet," he observed t]in(M sadly. "I may add another thousand acres Qlle of woodland to my property, and I may-he buy up the remnants of last year's Christ}'mas trees.suitably boxed, they stand up Cl'^e)as straight as an oak.but I can't tell yet. athe Tf there's nothing else to chop to-morrow ir* morning I may go to Washington and re- t-('""jirove a few heads in the Post Office Dettle1partment." pBreakfast being, to n^y mind, one of

the more or less sacred institutions of
at'!life, I shall not lay bare here the secrets ci

of the meal that now followed, but will]'!lrt ] resume rfty story with what came after, [g11 suffices to say that after five minute?;
. of pretty steady eating we started forth j_
^

for part two of the day's work. This con- ,f

sisted of weeding the lawn from a guarindter-past eight until half-past nine, in ,

v ei which period of time we removed all the
obnoxious growths from three acres of

c' land. The President's record was 6,033
'V* j wild carrots, 8,637 dandelions, fourteen
t-!e pounds of toadstools, seven dockweeds, 1

£ and a lilac bush.the last pulled up by P
mistake, the operator having perspired so ^

,' freely that his eyeglasses slid off his nose r'
n and so impaired his vision.

"The President is a corker at pulling ^
weeds," said 1 to an ^attendant, as I put G

vas my own little seven wild carrots into the 0

basket.
mr "Yes," replied the man, wearily. "Wetecan't grow 'em fast enough to keep him

ged busy'"

Cultivating Mens Sana. v
the &

to "Now, Jenkins," observed the President, ^
ys- "come With me into the study and I'll
ind show you how I take mental exercise. I

have ail essay on Cromwell, an introduc- s
t?"! tion to a historical novel, a bear story h
an-1 for a magazine ahd a letter to old 'Bill' v

Sewall to write before eleven, when we ii
shall start for the Sylph. I'll give you a 6
thousand words start and beat you fifteen c

;aid hundred words on a ten thousand wordj-vdasti, eh?" 11
icre I am a pretty rapid writer and -1 ac-j c

cepted the challenge, but, Lord save us, c
iree I wasn't in it for an instant, for the t
nis-j President's method left me not a loop- i

Caricaturist, U
ffn, '§

A $

fight. I had no friends and no introducJtJons worth speaking of. There were com~&£paratively few illustrated papers in those'
days, and prices ranged very low.
"I had a good many bad quarters of an

hour. Once I remember I was in such a
desperate mood that I seriously contemplatedburgling a coffee stall.fortunately
there was a policeman near, so I did not.
But in six months I was beginning to get
on. I worked for Society, the Penny Illusankstratod Paper, the St. Stephen's Review

iy to' and the Pictorial World. In November,
ated. 1885, I went to Australia to Join the staff
1. | of the Sydney Bulletin, stayed there three
my years, and afterward lived in Paris, until

lents I began my work for the Daily Graphic."
him- The work he did for the Graphic was in
when the characteristic vein now so well known,
mco- ft dealt with the comicalities, the audaci:hreeties, the picturesque miseries of the Lon-
cures ion slums: It was full of vitality and
can- vivacity, but full also of sympathy,
larly Nevertheless, it was not until he comthemenced his series entitled "Pastor and
ecds, Painter," in the St. Stephen's Gazette, that
nade lie awoke to find himself famous. When
1 see these wer6 collected and published Into.
l my book form thirty thousand copies were disein-1pcsed of in a few days.
hard As in all his other work, Phil May had

§
t

f
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sle to win through. The fessay on Crom-:
ell he did with his left hand, the intro- ti

action with his right, and he dictated1,
le bear story and letter to old 'Bill'
sWall simultaneously to two stenogra- 1®*
hers, who sat on either side of him. By ^ctual count I had put downj2,5S3 words,
hen the President arose and announced Pls
lat the time was up; his ten thousand thf
ords and about nine thousand more were sio
5ady for the printer, and I had to con- b°'

pss myself ignominiously licked. * *

"All aboard for the Sylph," my host Sr.
ried cheerily, "and by the way, Jen- a

ins, this Sylph business is confidential. dr<
go aboard of her incog., dressed as an loi
rdinary jacky. They say I keep her wa
>r my own pleasure and comfort,
rhereas, as a matter of fact, I have her de
sre just to keep myself in physical trim pis
j meet the exactions of my office. What thi
need more than anything else is exer- St<

ise, and from eleven to two every day, wt
'ithout anybody but the Secretary of the sw

ravy and the captain beiipg aware of it,' "

go aboard, polish up the brasses, swab sec
le decks, heave the anchor and oil up a 1
le engines. I do not want this to get! I1
ut, so please don't print a word about it. tio
lat is, not before next Sunday." co
I promised faithfully not to betray the I e
jnfldence thus reposed in me, and I,have em
lore than kept my word, for at this writ-! ovi
ig it is now the Sunday after the one re-; tin
:rred to by the President. jan<We drove down to the pier, where I ex- ga,
ected we would be met by a launch, but thi

T*raa cjiioV* irloa in tVio PrnsirT^n t's n f

lind. Moreover, there was no Sylph insul
sht" In"Mr. Moody," said the President to the 'r
ecret-ary <pf the Navy, who turned up at £
its moment, and pointing to a small flat a
ottomed rowboa't hitched to the dock, shi
you get in the stern and ste?r. Jenkins sti
nd I will row you out to the yacht. I've a
ad her stationed down at New Rochelle '

lis morning. It will be a pleasant little Pr
iversion." 1OV1
There was- nothing to do but fall in with "b
le President'? ideas, and although the th<
lace where my spine usually reposes was do
ow Ailed with an aching substance that ^
esembled calf's foot jelly more than any'an
ther solid known to me, I bent to the wl
fork in hand and, as far as I am aware, qu
id not materially impede the progress of so

ur craft by my handling of the oars. jfe<
"Great, isn't it?" cried the President, ert- mf
tiusiastically, after he had pulled steadily Ire
ar five miles.
"It's sublime," I gasped. I '

"Oar inspiring," said Secretary Moody, fc'
?ho is quite a dab at nautical jokes. en

ca

Winning His Way. yo

It was midday when we drew up alongideof the Sylph, and for the next two f0;
lours tne i-resiaenuai pany was every- an
I'here. The main brass binnacle was pol- '

5hed until it shone like purest gold; the at
!eck was swabbed until the planks be- in;
ame perilously thin for heavy persons to th
yalk on; the anchor was hove and m;
veighed, and weighed and hove until the fo
:ables sizzled in the water with the heat tii
if their friction with the garboard strakes;
he capstan was reefed and double reefed "I
intil it could be reft no more; the star-jco

ron His Har
..$>

;one to real life for the type he celebrated »

n "Parson and Painter." The painter /j
vas himself. The parson was an eccentric

pi

IIP I
J

"Have you ever been photographed,uncle ?"
"Yes, Tommy"
"V/hat for ?"

7From Fhil May's Sketch Book. Published hr H.
II. Rtwsell. By permission of Harper & Bros.]

curate whom he had first met in Aus- c
tralia. He was fond of recalling that -the f
success of the painter redounded to the t
success of the parson also. When the book e
came to be circulated^ in Greater Britain g
this gentleman's sermons acquired a sud- r
den and enormous popularity, with the re- p
suit that he unexpectedly found himself!
addressing his exhortations to many per- \
sons who had previously been far too ;
negligent of their religious opportunities. c
He was always an indefatigable worker, f

In' his early days he used to draw his o
pictures many times over, cutting out as <3
many lines as possible in each new draw- e
ing, until his idea was embodied in 11
the minimum of lines. But with constant

^mE n^DE

^ x KA,rdgaff was rubbed down until it al3tcried for mercy; the main hatchway
s slewed and unslewed until it worked
a pistcn rod of ripe age, and from

m to stern, from forward bilge to the
stoke hold, everytlyng glistened so

t the sun itself seemed dull and leaden
contrast.
A.h!" chortled the President as the bells
toted the hour of two, as he gave the
shing touches to the port marllnspike,
lat puts a keen edge on one's appetite,
jlass of clam broth and a pound of hard
:k, Mr. Secretary, will put Mr. Jenkins:
i me in trim for the swim back."
The what?" I cried.
The swim back," said the President,
will refresh you, Jenkins, after the

hargy of the morning."
'he Secretary ordered the luncheon,
ilch we ate sitting on the after gangink,I in silence and the* two rulers of
3 navy indulging in an animated dlscusnof the comparative merits of torpedoj
its and automobiles as engines of death,
ite slowly, not because I was not huny,but to stave off that swim for as long
time as I might. But if I had fondly
3amed there was to be any delay in folvingout the Presidential schedule I
is soon to be rudely awakened.
'In with you, Jenkins," cried the Presintn1airli<li,r TM.aV.Wwr + V,...

^u»»l»U» lll\J XJM.X. iau feCXllfe
ink into the Sound. "I am to address
i Dorcas Society of Oyster Bay on 'The
srilizatlon of Ipecac' at four o'clock, and
must be off. It's a good ninety minute
im."
Or-ri!" I sputtered as I came up the
sond time, feeling as if I had swallowed
llghly seasoned Croton Reservoir.
Naturally there was not much conversanon this return trip. The Sound was
vered with whitecaps, and every time
ittempted to make a remark I absorbed
Diigh of thetn to open a hat store. Morear,the President was himself by this
te in a more or less reflective mood
d swam along without attempting to engreme in spciall talk. I presume he was
nking up his- lecture on the sterilization^
ipecac, which I believe is a difficult"

3ject to handle.

ecac and Bachelors.
10 matters went witn us until we got to
point ab6ut a mile off the Oyster Bay
ore, where, much to my relief, for my
ength was giving out, we were fnet by
launch and hauled aboard.
'I'd like to swim all the way," said the
esident, 'as he helped the crew roll me
er a barrel after we had got on deck,
ut I've got to put on my frock coat for
s lecture and there wouldn't be time to
it if I waited until we landed."
iVith this he disappeared into the cabin
d arrayed himself for his lecture, at
lich he appeared punctually and acittedhimself with the usual credit.or
I am told. I did not attend the lecture,
;ling that it would be more profitable for

to go to the ihotel and have myself
tned out while he talked.
'Of course I'll excuse you," said he when
stated my intention to tfeave him for a
sv moments. "This meeting is for womanyhow,and, as for what I say, you
11 have a copy of the lecture to take with
u now."
3ere he put his hand in his frock coat
cket and pulled out a manuscript, and
r the first time in the whole day he was
sturbed.
'Confound it!" he cried, as he elanced
the paper. "What can Loeb be thinkffof? He's put my special message on

e- taxation of bachelors and old maids In
y pocket by mistake. I was saving that
r a proclamation along about election
ne."
"Never mind, Mr. President," said I.
'm not interested in the sterilization o£
d liver oil"

d Fight for
artist Would Always G

Preliminary Work E
of His 5

actice there grew up an instinctive feelgasto which was the most poignant'line
select out of all that were possible. He
med at a similar economy of words in
le jokes that accompanied his illustraons.Like Pascal he took time to be
rlef. If he could cut down the letter press
> three words he would not use four. If

'

Phil May. as Sketched bv Himself.
lFrom Phil May's Sketch Book. Published by
H. Russell. By permission of Harper & Bros.

infl would do, one he preferred. There
ore he was best pleased with sketches lik<
hut of a battered,, beshawl&d and be
Iraggled old woman, with a black ey«
felling a paper called "Larks." There i
10 explanatory text. The name of thi
iaper is its own explanatory text.
"What I like about the German artists,'

ie would say, "is that their drawings an
ndispensable to the joke. This is not th<
ase always in England, as you can se<
or yourself In our comic papers. For mi
wn part I always endeavor to do th<
rawing in such a way that It needs n<

xplanation, and is not merely an explana
Ion to the Joke."
Even for the pictures which cost him th<

. \
FATIGABUT
Hard Boxing for an Hour
to Put an Edge on

Appetite for the
Evening Meal.

LECTURE PRECEDES
THE EXERCISE

/
.~*

Bouts with the Singlestick
Serve as an Aid to Digestionof Dinner. I
CABINET MEETS AT TEN

k

... vI
Nation's Chief Covers Ground I
from Manchuria to Post Office I

c-.»I ;n W/achinotnnOt^CJl IUOI III ?T Ukia ani^t W«M

RETIRES AT 12:45 A. M

Sleeps Peaceful.y and Dreams Once
More of the Happy Hunting

Grounds.

"Ipecac," he corrected. / I
"Beg pardon, ipecac," I returned, "and \ J

this will do quite as well. I'll join you at \1
six o'clock." I
And with that we parted. I
Promptly at six my understudy, De« £lancey, appeared at the Red, White and I

Blue House. I was not yet quite dry W
enough to appear in polite society. He J
didn't last long-, and at seven I was sum-
moned to resume my labors. It seemed
that upon his return from his two hour lec-
ture before the Dorcae, meeting Delancey, JM
the President hailed JUm wun;.

"Ah, Jenkins, feeling better?" "

"I'm all right," said Delancey.
"Then come up in the attic and we'll box

for an hour," said the President.
There is no use to recount happenedto Delancey. It is sufficient to say

that he remained in the ring for about ten
minutes, and when he came to found himselflying on the lawn outside, with a windowsash hanging about his neck. He
thinks something hit him, and that in staggeringback after the impact he must have
carried some of the house with him. I
have not questioned the President on the
subject, for when I met him at seven, havinghastened up to relieve Delancey, he
apologized for hitting me so hard, and a
expressed his surprised pleasure that I had I
recovered so quickly.

Singlestick and Dinner. j
We now dined, and. just as breakfast is

a meal over which the sacred a I
fidenca must be drawn, so shall dinner bo
regarded as an inviolate ceremony. After
dinner, however, we began again, and a
bout at singlestick occupied our time until
the Cabinet meeting, which wa I
ten. This consisted of the. various Secre-
taries who are in. the neighborhood attendingupon the President singly
alone. First came Mr. Hay, with O; \jn
the question of M.~\iehuria and the opfen
door was discussed^ Jith the result that on

and after February SO, 1905, the door wJll
lie open or we shall he°r something drop.
Next Mr. Hoot had the 'resident's ea'r for
an hour, and the new policy providing for
the retirement of all .officers* over the age
cf thirty-seven was strenuously discussed.
Next came the Secretary of Agriculture, I
who secured the President's approval of
the adoption of a new patent grass seed
made of sawdust and steel filings for the
Yellowstone Park. And finally Postmaster
General Payne came in and began to read
his weekly report. It was twenty minutes
after eleven when Mr. Payne began, and at
half-past twelve he was still at it. It was
as interesting as it was voluminous, some jof its statements being positively startling, J
and when, at quarter of. one, he stated
that he was confident that' at l ast five . J
per cent of the postal officials were incor- P
ruptible during office hours I turned to
see the effect of his remark upon the Pres- Jjident. And then I saw how, and when,
and where this marvellous man rested.
The President slept!
The Secretary and I tiptoed softly from

the room, and as we closed the door gently '

behind us I heard the sleeping Executive
murmur dreamily:.
"Aim a little lower, Bill, and you'll have

him, sure."
He was back in the happy hunting

gTounds once more.Fame

w* J
ive the Most Elaborate
:ven to the Simplest ]
Sketches.
least in immediate effort he prepared hinn
self by elaborate preliminary labor: H«
had studies by the thousand.studies on psheets of paper, studies in notebooks- :ill
filed away in his studio He spent his
"leisure" hours in strolling about th«
streets on the lookout for types or in
making careful anatomical studies of th«
bonea and muscles of the human frame.
Mr. May's models were not always membersof the lower orders. Once he even

had a ^bishop sitting for him.
"The bishop had a splendid head and

(CONTINUED ON PAGE THREE.) I
4 I

|f m* / I

^ ^ ^ 4
s * "Give us a bite of yer apple»
M Billy 1"J"Shan't 1" _ A

"Well, leave us a bit of (he A
corel" «- M

"There ain't eoin' to be no core r> t(
n 1

;i I
lFrom Phil Mar's Sketch Book, Published by !L«

* H. Bus sell. By permission of Harper & Bros.}


